ee Well, even if you had not come until this evening, it would still not have been finished. Fm not in the habit of breaking my word. But I have unfortunately been interrupted. I am very sorry."
" I don't see my book anywhere/' thought Juliette. " It isn't here at all. What has he done with it ? " She would have liked to question the bookbinder, but did not want to offend him. He went on :
" This is Monday. I shall try to finish it by the day after to-morrow, in the morning. If you would leave me your address, I will have it sent to you, and that will save you the trouble of coming again."
Juliette was confused.
" The fact is - 1 wanted to have it now. I would almost rather you gave it back to me."
" But, madame," replied Quinette quietly, " I presume it is the book with its binding that you want ? None of my colleagues — not one of them — could bind it for you before Wednesday. Besides, the work is already begun."
" Nothing has happened to the book, has it ? "
" Of course not, madame. I would show it to you to satisfy you ; but it is at this moment in a special press, and it ought not to be touched until the glue has set."
cc Very well, monsieur. It doesn't matter. I shall come back on Wednesday morning ; or I shall send somebody, revoiry monsieur."
Once he was alone again, Quinette addressed confused reproaches to "himself. It was not that he was particularly dissatisfied with himself. It had been a good idea of his to go and open the door, after he had first decided that he would not stir- He had pulled himself together at once, and, so far as he could tell, he had not, even at the beginning, betrayed any very suspicious sense of disturbance,
But all this was not very much. He should have done something better than that. What ? He was not sure. His common sense certainly told him that, in circumstances such as those in which he found himself, the only thing that
So

